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»  [From the Washington Star.]
Hurrah for the Flag of the Free.
BY H. CLAY PREUSS. )
There's a banner that gracefully swells on the
breeze,
Tis a vision of glory to see—
Shining out like a star on the waste of the seas,
As it floats o’er the hearts of the free:
Hurrah! for the Flag of the free,
Hurral! for the Flag of the free,
For a herald of right,
And an emblem of might,
Is the star spangled Flag of the freel

ADVANCE.

There’s the white for the pure, and the blue for
the true,

Like the “Promise of God” that we see;

And we're culled from the garden of Heaven's
deep blue—

The stars for our bright Fleur de Lis!*

E Pturibus Union, oh, long may it stand,
A tower of strength in our cause;
And may we forever, with one heart and hand,
Stand up for our Flag and our laws!
IMurrah for the Flag of the Free,
ITurrah for the Flag of the Free,

For a herald of right,

And an emblem of might
Ts the star spangled Flag of the Frec!

*The insignia of French Royalty under the
urbon dyaasty.

“POPULAR TALE.

{From Dodge’s Literary Museum.]
«THE OLD FOLKS AT HOME.”’

A MEMORY OF A CHRISTMAS EVE.

*
BY WINNIE WOODFERN.

Then bind the tics that strengthen

Our hearts in hours of grief]
The silver links that lengthen

Joy's visits when most briefl
Then dost thou sigh for pleasure?

0! do not widely roam!

But scek that hidde:: treasure,

At home, dear home!'—Bernard Barlton.
By a thousand fircsides glowing with
Christmas fises, encircled by happy Christ-
mas faces, rejoicing in the anristmas meet-
ing, they sit serenely happy—-the old folks
at home.” We youngsters, who play at
«hide and seek,” or “puss in the corner,”
look up to them with wonder and affec-
tion. They are the Adam and Eve of our
world, and as we gaze upon the snowy locks
of the one, and the neat muslin cap of the
oth:r, we wonder if Methuselah was so
ve -y much older than grandpa, and if his
wife (we take it for granted, with the un-
questioning faith of childhood, that he had
one.) looked any like grandma; and, above
all, if she carried such lots of peppermints
in her pockets for the little Methuselehs.—
If -so, we conclude they must have been
very happy children, and impart the same
conclusion to her (our grandma, not theirs)
in a whisper, at which she only langhs
hoartily, and shakes her head. Does she
yes or no?

Our thirst for Seriptural knowledge docs
not scem likely to be satisfied. and so we
resume our play. Sarah and Lizzie are
laughing in one cornerof the room with
two young college students who have fonnd
their way to our quiet home, and our fath-
cr is buried in the daily paper, and his own
easy chair. One other should be in her
place beside him, but ah, our mother is
dead! We have kept many a Christmas
since we laid her in the coffin, with little
Willard in her arms, and yet she is not
f forgotten. The firelight leaps up and casts
a warm glow over her portrait that hangs
above the piano; my father looks up, at-
tracted by the sudden blaze, and his eyes
meet those that never wore an angry
glance. [Ie sighs, throws aside his paper,
and leans his hecad upon his hand. His
sudden depression is not unnoticed by the
old folks. Grandpa’s bright blue eyes (so
like hers) are sudddenly dimmed with
tears, for Liucia was his favorite child, and
grandma’s sweet voice trembles slightly as
she ealls Lizzie to her side and asks her
for some music. The two students open
the; piano and stand ready to turn over the
leaves of the music-book. Sarah takes her
f guitar, and Lizzie seats herself before her
favorité instrument. Qur father turns round
suddenly.  “Sing ‘T'm’sitting on the stile,
Mary, ” he says, and with a glanco at each
B other, they comply. The two students join
in the' song, the melody subdues the wild
gpirits of us little ones, and we nestle by
our father’s side. - Their. voices are sweet,
and clear, and tremble, full of tears, upon
the lines—

“For I've laid ﬂou,darling, down to sleep,
With your baby on your breast.”

Ah, they can'sing no more! Lizzie’s hand
falls upon the keys, Sarah's guitar lies up-
on the floor, and the sisters are weeping in
pach other’s arms. Our father clasgs us
0 -his breast, his own eyes arc wet, and
gomething glistens like the evening dew
on the cheeks of the collegians. ~ The old

aces. ;

Ah, mother, mother! soe how we all re
member and mourn thee! Dead thou may-

olks sit with claspped hands and saddened |

ing in our hearts.
A. few moments pass, and we are calm
again. They sing once more—not that
song, but Moore’s sweet melody, ‘The oa-
nadian Boat-Song.’ . Then Lizzie and Sa-
rah sing a Venctian Serenade, and we chil-
dren listen for awhile, till Georgy makes a
rabbit on the wall, and entices us to the
other end of the room . once more. From
the parlorit is but a step through the little
entry into the kitchen, and oneafter anoth-,
er we steal out there to look at the ‘wide-
mouthed chimney where our stockings are;
to hang, and down which Santa Claus is to
come. Susan, the pretty house-maid, " is
sewing there, and detains us for a- long,
time with marvelous storics of ghosts and
hobgoblins, till we hold our. breath and
draw close together in pleasing terror.’ We
must return to the parlor, but there is the
entry lying between us and.it, and who can
tell what strange sights and sounds may be
seen and heard as we cross its dark space?
It must be done, however, for we cannoi
stay in the kitchen all the -evening. ~ So
we glide through it in Indian file, holding
on to each other’s jackets and pinafores,
while Susan holds a lamp in the kitchen
door, and laughs at us for our cowardice.—
With what a sensation of relief we gaze
once more upon the circle before the par-
lor fire, and how nimbly the last of the iine
comes through the halfopen door, lest a
shadowy hand should grasp hers and Jraw
her back into the cheerless dark, lighted
only by the uncertain beaming of the kitch-
en lamp.
Our sisters bave left the piano, and now
sit near the old folks, cracking nus and
eatingapples. One of the collegians names
Lizzie's apple after himsclf, and looks par-
ticularly blank when she shows him five
seeds, and repeats, archly,
«One I love—two I love—three I love, T say;
Four I love with all my heart, and five I cast
away!”
While the other announces triumphantly
that Sarah’s contains eight seeds. - We all
know “Eight they both love;” and Saral’s
dark eyes wear a tender glance ashe whis-
pers something in herear. Lizzie's friend
hias a most persevering disposition, and will
not allow the fates to. be against him. He
selects another apple, snaps it with his fin-
ger, and named it once more, seeks his for-
tune again, while she looks over his shoul-
der with mischievous cyes, but turns away
hastily, and blushes like a rose, when he
announces the result. “Eleven they court,
and twelve they marry.””  The collegian’s
heart is at rest” for the remainder of the
evening, and the old folks exchange glan-
ces and beautiful smiles with each other.
The “eight-day clock” strikes the hour
of nine, and all-present ajourn to the kitch-
en, to witness the eceremony of hanging up
the stockings.  The old folks cannot join
in the merriment around them—they stand
a little apart, and wateh us, kindly but se-
riously, for at that same huge chimney our
dead mother has often gazed with delight
upon the gifts the kind Santa Claus has
brought her. Memories of cross words and
naughty looks flit through our brains as we
hang our stockings there, but we trust to
the good heart of our unscen visitor to par-
don all such offenses, and leave the room
with visions of sugar plums, picture books,
drums, and whips, and wax dolls, dancing
before our eyes. Under such circumstan-
ces, and with go many around us, the entry
has no terrors, and we cven peep courage-
ously into its darkest corners, and lay our
hands upon the knob of its closed doors,
but there our hearts fail us—we dare not
open it, but follow our older guides preci-
pitately into the parlor. ‘

Our father awaits us there.  Ie still
sits by the table, but the great Family Bi-
bl is open before him, and when we are
Fscated, he reads to us of the young Christ-
child who was cradled in a wmanger, and
worshiped by the wise men of the east.—
And then we all kneel in silence while he
prays that God will make us innocent and
holy, as was that wondrous babe, so that,
in due time, we may meet our dead mother
and brother in Heaven.

Ilis voice trembles slightly as he con-
cludes, and when we rise and gather round
him for his good-night kiss, he lays his
hand upon every bright young head, as if
in blessing.

Our eyes are already heavy with sleep.
Besides, we know that if we go to bed now,
the morning will come more quickly, and
go, under the guardianship of Sarah and
Tizzie, we bound merrily away, leaving the
two collegians talking with my father, and
the two dear grandparents sitting side by
siile in their easy chairs, smiling a kind
adieu to us. Secen through the half-closed
door, they look caln and peaccful; it i3 as
if two guardian angels had alighted there,

to shield us all from barm.
God bless the “old folks at home!”

Noruine Bririsu.—A Yankee, bearing
an inveterate hatred of everything British,
is living in a neighhoring city with a colo-
nist family. He takes every opportunity
tc have a slap at Brother Bull, and the
colonist does what he can to defend the old
gentleman. . .

“You are arguing,” said the colonist,
“against your ancestors.”

“No, I am not.” _ _ S

«Who wds your fatheptt & -7/ -

‘A Yankee.” : ft o

“Who weré your forefathers?” -

#Yankees.”

“Who were Adam and Kye?’

COMMUNICATION.

[For the Cambridge Chronicle.] -
Myr. Editor.—I noticed an advertisement
in your paper a few wecks ago, purportiug
to be from a gentleman in want of a wife
Now, ma and I have duly considered the:
matter, and we have come to the conclusion
that P’m your man, no, your woman, I
meyn. * I think it but just to tell you that]
though I am no shrew, yet I have a will of
my own, and ‘will not promise to call him,

ancient individuals were in their genera:
tion; besides this is a fre¢ dountry, so .1

cannot acknowledge “a master;

call him Joney 0‘1"«1;({25%"\\’1;6_11'1 I'am, in"a"
good humor, which I'shall always be, ifal-

lowed to have my own way, and am never
crossed. Well I suppose I must say some-,
thing about my looks. - Know,. then, that
my hair is of a beautiful auburn color, but
the people of Cambridge are vulgar enough
to call it red, because auburn hair is so rare
that they do not know it when they sec it
My eyes are cerulean, with a sweet; and

have ecalled me squint-eyed,and cross-cyed.
I think T may justly call them laughing
eyes. My nose, I'm at a loss how to de-
seribe, it was criginally Grecian, but I
fell down stairs when quite young .and
broke it, which misfortunc has given it
quite an upward tendency; its aspirings are
altogether lofty, and it seems to snuff the
air in utter contempt of every body. 1T
think it gives quite a piquant expression to
my phiz. You know the nose is the most
expressive feature of the face. I know
not if my mouth is what Tom Moore calls
a kissible mouth. T am a better judge of
mouths than he, for I know the whole fam-
ily of Moorc’s, and I'm sure Tom should
not sct himself up for a judge of anything,
for he is decidedly rustic, and as his time is
mostly taken up in tending pigs and cows,
and such poultry, and raising ducks, geese
and such like vegetables, he cannot be ex-
pected to have a surplus of sense.  Now
as he knows not what to say when he calls
on a lady, he thinks he must do something
to hide his ignorance, so falls' to kissing.
and as it is said a continual washing will
wear away a stone, it is probable a con-
tinual kissing will wear away, the lips. I
suppose Tom likes a large. mouth, with
thick, substantial lips. . Oh! what a horrid
country bumpkiu he is; it makes me quite
nervous to think of him. . But Lwould have
you know, Mr. Editor, that I'm no advo-
cate for kissing. I once knew a gentleman
who lost his lady love by this propensity.—
It came abeut in this way; he had a pet
goose, and one day in a fit of tenderncss,
attempted to kiss it; the goose not likeing
such familiarity, snapped at his nose, leav-
ing an indelible impression thercupon,when
he called upon his lady love she immedi-
ately noticed the rubicund appearance of
his nasal organ, and thinking he had been
on a spree, forthwith dismissed him. But
to return, my mouth is shaped like a bow,
not a rain buw, but Cupid’s bow. By the
way, Mr. Editor,I think the mama of that
same Cupid is very stupid or very lazy to
send her child out into the world without
a rag of clothes on, to the utter scandal of
the old maids, and the constant shocking
the modesty of the young ones. It is as-
tonishing that the ladies of the mozal re-
form society, have not supplied himn with
a pair of breeches €'re now; it must be an
oversight. ,ITowever be that as it may, the
ladics of our sewing society, intend setting
them an example in this matter, for the ne-
ther garments of this shameless urchin, are
actually being made by a maiden member
who is very zcalous in all goad ecauses.—
My teeth are really beautiful. I suppose
I should liken them to something to give
you an idea of what they are like; well pic-
ture to yourself a row of pearls, or the
grains of the , I'don’t know what,
or a whole pot full of boiled rice; they are
good teeth for masticating food; of which
I like plenty, and that of the best kind.—
In stature T’'m about the height of Venus.

In form as perfect as Powers’ Eve. My
carriage is grace itself, resembling the mo-
tion of a swan more than any thing I know.
In disposition I'm amiable; some ill na-
tured persous once said if ever I Lad the
good luck to get married [ would piove a
perfect Xantippe, which I regard =:jrather
an ambiguous ccmmpliment, for 1 do not
know who she was. 1 am certain my fam-
ily is the most ancient in the State, and I'm
sure I never heard of her before. Indeed,
I dislike obscure individuals, and T have
never inquired about her. Now Mr. Edi-
tor, if you wish to know about my acquire-
ments, I will gratify you at another time,
thoughfyou must sce by this clever letter,
which is purely original, that L am quite an
adept in the art of writing.

Yours, &c.,

DOLLI\.

2% Mrs. Ward, a respectable woman,
living in Ashley county, Arkansas, was.
as she supposed, “informed by a spirit,”
that her left hand had offended her Maker,
‘and that to make her peace she must part
with it. Mrs. Ward immediately got oat
of bed, procured an axe, and cut off her
hand to the wrist. -

The body of Licut Camilious Saunders,
who was loat in the Revenue Cutter Ham-
ilton,  has 'been found, 'and 'brought ‘to

«Lord” afid master as Sarah did Abraham, |
for T think we arc more enlightened in this, }
-our generation of icoman’s ¥ights than those |

but T will B2 At last the chief called him, and asked him

mild expression; yet some envious persons |,

Story for Boys. et
It is related of ‘a Persian mother, that
on giving her son forty pieces of 'silver as
his portion, she made himn sivear never to.
tell a lie, and said, i
“Go, my son; I consign thee to God, and
we shall not meet again till the Day of
Judgment.” :
The youth went away, and the party he
travelled with was assaulted by robbers —
One fellow asked the boy what he had, and
he said, £
“Forty dinars are sewed up in my gar-
ments.” !
He laughed, thinking he jested.. An-
other ' asked him the same question, and
received the same answer.

e same ‘question, and' he said,
““flave told two of your people already
that I have forty dinars sewed, up in my
clothes™ - - '
He ordered the clothes to be stripped
open, and found the money.
“And how came you to tell of this?’ ask-
cd the: chief. ~ ‘
«Because,” said the child, “I- would not
be false to my mother, to whom I promis-
ed never to tell a lie”” - . SRR E
«Child,” said the' robber, “art thou so
mindful of thy duty to thy mether at'thy
years, and 1 am insensible at my age of
the duty T'oweto God? Give me'thy hand,
that I may swear repentance on it.” :
He did sd, and his followers were all
struck with the scene. : 3
“You have been our leader in guilt,”
said they to their chief, ““be the same in
the path of virtue.” 5
And they instantly made restitution of
the spoils, and vowed repentance on the
boy’s head. '
There is a moral in this story, which
goes beyond the direct influence of the
mother on the child. The noble sentiment
is infused from breast to breast, till those
who feel it know mnot whence it came.—
Mrs. Whittlesey's Mugazine

Take a Newspaper.

Winter has come with its long evenings
and cheerfnl firesides. The howling blasts
drifting snows, and other concomitants in
the reign of the ice king, shut up the at-
tractions of the outer world and revive the
endearments of the domestic hearth. The
family circle, that has been broken by the
deranging influcnce of the business seas-
on, when toil and fatigue have courted an
carly repose, are again united, and a sea-
son of recrcation for the intellectual and
social powers ensucs. The wmind must
bave food with its amuscments, or else it
becomes morbid and senseless—and what
a never failing fountain for its improve-
ment is provided in the family newspaper !
Tale a Newspaper, and you do more to
secure the morals of your children and pre-
pare them for future usefulness, with a sin-
gle dollar, than by five times that amount
bestowed in any other way. It is a duty
which every father owes to his family and
his country, to take a newspaper. It eul-
tivates a taste for reading and spreads be-
fore the minds of the rising generation a
chart of the passing cvents of the age,
which they will consult and will, by so do-
ing, add dayly or weekly to their stock of
knowledge. No person, who reads a news-
paper rezularly and carefully, goes into the
world without a knowledge of its doings
that secure for him intelligence and res-
peet. We say to every man, and every
man should say to his neigbor, “Take a
newspaper.”

Tur Guarpiax Axcer.—Amongstother
queer characters in Paris, mentioned by
some letter writers, the following strikes
us as a very strange but probably a very
useful one to those who court the “rosy
god.” Ifa man will drink and get drunk,
too, it is certainly humane to have those at
hand who are able and who will take care
of him and see him safely home.
The Guardian Angel is a man whose
duty it is to frequent all the drinking-
shops, and the moment a man gets tipsey,
to take him under his protection, to accom-
pany him home, and put him to bed. The
individuals practising this profession are
picked men—men who never drink them-
selves—who have the necessary moral au-
thority to foree obedience from the drunk-
en creature they are conveying home—
who can defend him against attack, and,
more than all, who can prevent him from
drinking at the shops they-pass on their
way. The price for this service is ten sous;
and there is not an instance on record of
an individual thus protected home and put
to bed having failed to discharge this debt
of honor. Jtisa ruleat the drinking-

must be taken off,and the Angels is st-aight-
way called. The Angels are kindly treat-
ed by the shop-keepers, whose interest it
is that none of their customers come to
harm. They reccive the odds and endsof
the dinner, and are recommended to their
neighbors when a reliable man_for some
confidential errand is wanted. Their hon-
esty is proverbial, and a bacchanallian with
a hundred franes in his pocket, who is con-
flded to their charge, is morally sure of
finding his hundred franes where he left
them, when he wakes the next morning.

‘Remember the poor.” Oh, yes we
all remember them, and—don't do any
thing clse.

st be to others, but we will Leep tha liv-

«Yankees, by thunder!”

i

Charleston. 34 :

the mental powers.

shops, that hen a man cannot stand, he |

“‘Absenceof Mind, '

We have heard of numerous instonces
of  mental abstraction—most .-'frgt[qe‘hfg

logical -investigation, -which' mongpolizes
We. could point;out |
many individuals who fill the pulpit with |
ability, and display in their discourses vast,
powers of intelll::'ct, who in the social pacty
carry on some - mental exercise which dis-*
connects them from passing events. . .
In Massachusetts 1s a clergyman of this
class, who in his absent intervals is very

whatever handkerchicfs “may ehance: to
come in his way, but table napkins also
were frequently found in his pookets whens:
returning from social tea parties at his par-;
ishoners’. . This was 5o much a habit that.
his wife would search his pockets on his
geturn, for the purpose of restoring the ar-
ticles speedily to the rightful owners. One
day his wife found in his side pocketa
whole 'silk apron, strings “and’all.' ‘ He

—it was 'a mysterious affair.. A lady of
the parish, however, settled the matter sat-
isfactorily. In conversation tith her guest
after  tea, on some subject in which he felt
much interest, he mistook her apron,'as
she supposed, for his handkerchief, and be-
gan to tuck'it'away in his pocket. Know-
ing his abstractedness, rather” than break
the string of discourse, she untied the apron’
strings and let it go, hot a little amused at
seeiig the whole, after two or three cfforts,
snugly stowed away in his capaciouspock-
et.—Portsmoutk Journal. 'V

o

Ax IxcroeNT AT THE NAVY DEPARTMENT:
—A letter from Washington, in the Peters-
burg Democrat, says the following incident
occurred at the Navy Department on: the
4th inst: :

A young and accomplished lady was to
sce the Secretary relative to some suspi-
cions which hung over the legality of the
ccremony of her recent marriage with a’
Licutenant in the Naval service.
states that some months since she was'con-
ducted to a house in this c¢ity, and there
married to her supposed husband by a per-
son ostensibly an Kpiscopal clergyman—
that rings were exchanged, and for a short
time they lived together, when he was sud-
denly called offto the Pacific. Doubt have
been raised as to the legality of the marri-
age and she cntertaing a dark suspicion that
there has been an imposition practiced upon
her. Immediately on hearing the lady’s
narrative, Secretary Dobbin, with that en-
ergy and uprightness of character for which
he is justly distinguished, peremptorily or-
dered the licutenant to' réport, in _person,
to him, at as early = period as possible; de-
claring, with emphasis, that if it did turn
out to be true that he had practiced a
fraud apon the poor girl, his name should
be stricken at once from the roll of the Na-

by

R A correspondent sends us the fol-
lowing:— :
«If our government allow a rifle or rifles

to be sent to Russia, to the Emperor Nicho-
las orany one else, I propose by the same

Turks. J. GY
[Tere is a question for constitutional law-
yers. If one rifle may be sent, a hundred
thousand may, by the same rule—XN. T.
Eveniny Post.

And the man who applies to the lawyers
to have the question solved, will have his
own pockets rifled.—Dodge’s Literary Mu-
seum.

R# A poor Irisishman applied at a
church warden's office, at Manchester. for
relicf, and upon some doubt being express-
ed asto whether he was a proper object for
parochial relief, he enforced his suit with
much earnestness.
“Och, your honor,’ said he, ‘sure T'd be
starved long since, but for my cat.’

‘But for what?’ asked the astonished in-
terrogator.

‘My cat,’ rejoined the Ivishman.

‘Your cat! how so?

‘Sure, yer honor, T sould her eleven
times for six pence a time, and she was al-
ways home before I'd get there n:yself.

27 A beautiful woman once said to
Gen Shields, who bye-the-by is an Irish-
man:

«How is it, that having obtained so much
glory, you will seek for more?”

«Aly, madam,” he replied, “how is it,
that you who have so much beauty, should
still put on the paint?”

2Zr“Father,” said a roguish boy, “I
hope you won’t buy any more guapowder
tea for mother.” :

“Why not?”

“Because, every
blows me up.”

fime she drinks1t, she

6@ A female writer says: ‘Nothing looks
worse on a lady than darned stockings.’—
Allow us to observe, that stockings which
need darning, look much worse, than darn-
ed ones—darned ifthey don't.— Post.

ams & Co’s express.

A7 Houcaty—tlhe best policy.
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& 7% FTAVUTR for January,

likely to _ngproprinw to himgelf not oply |5, the' trough the bet

¢ould give no account how it came there

She | ¢

license, to send a few thousand to the |

A"A baby, searce two -months dld was
received in Louisville the other day by Ad-.

A& What is a bloomer? A woman who
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where the air may draw through ™ and’
it. Yoke.the stegrs. occasionally. .7 &%
" Hints'to Faviners: -7/ (rbacld
" Poads are the best protection ‘ot caBbagdi=d
pgainsblice.;:._-,{,,;«.‘.,-';A'--,- iz waiboaasnoo
. Plaote when dooping,-are revived by.a i
few graizs of champhor.., . . 4,
. Pears are gevierally improved by ‘graf-"*""
fr 1#§91109 Silt 03

o}

"l ting on 'the mouritain'*ash.:

> ' Sulphur.is;vdluable inpreserving grapes
&ec., from ‘insects. i Db
Lard never spoils in warm weather, if it
is cooked enoughin frying out.i: .
In feeding with coen, sixty pounds'ground «:
gocs as, far- as onc hundred pounds: in: the |
kernel." ' T iy L
Corif meéal stiduld never be proutid véry’
fine, to: injurc the richnésswafyt ' 2 517 00
Turnips of small gize hinve doubtless: the i.s
nutncious matter that Inrge ones have. ..
Wild onions may bé destroyed by cu S- N
ol 12 13 ¢ ~tr at i[12 Rl AT A iy gl
vating ¢orn, pl_oug‘zmg and leaving the field’
in its state‘all the wintey. 7 v7 07 oLl
Ruta Baga is the only root thatinérepss 2
cs in nutricious qualities as-it-increases in
size. v3Finsnnd HLP 31 10 A38217 %
Sweet olive 6l i5'a cértaiin éuré for tHe -
bite of a-1attlesnakes- Apply . it internalysi
and ex"e"mn)'- 3 "'.‘?.:ia ins idwa ads 10 31‘-\':3"'2.1
Rats and other vermin are kept awsy s
from grain by a sprinkling of garlic whep
packing the s%nda’v_cii."‘ g e DREE e S8
Money skilfully expendédin:drying tandsi
by draining or othérwise; will be: returned -
with ample interest. . . -, 1 gt
To cure a scratch on'a horse, wash. the
legs with soapsuds, ‘and then’ with" beef
brine. Two applications’ will- ‘care the''”
worst case. - ot i nf
Timber, when cut in the spring and ex-
posed to the weather with the bark on will
decay much sooner than if cut in the fall.
Experiments show apples to be equal to”
potatoes to improve - hogs, and “decidedly-
superior for feeding cattle. ) oif
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2 e
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The' Farmer. i
Somé one has truly remarked that “the
true farmer-is always ‘a philanthropist.”— !
Not only does he toil for the provision’ of. -
his own_wants, but in all his efforts, aims .
and undertakings, he is perpetually stimn-
lated By ‘the benevolent desire to leave the
world ‘better and more happy than he found
it. Says an elegant author;. .. “«We con-. .
template Agriculture as subsidiary not on-
ly to abundance, industry comfort health,
but to good morals, and ultimately to reli-’
gion. We regard the farmer, strict to his
cmployment, and cultivating ‘his lands, as
belonging to the first’order of noblemen.”
In the language of Channing—Real great-
ness has nothing todo with a'man’s sphere.
1t does not lay in the magnitude of hisout-*-
ward ageney, but in the extent of the effect -
which he produces.” - L e |
Every student of historyis undoubtedly '
aware that a very great majority of the dis=*~
tinguished men of the Revolution—its wars1%
lions and statesmen, were from the ‘produ-~
cing classes. Washington, Jefferson, #nd:
Stark, were farmers; F ranklin a printér,
and so with hundreds of othérs that might
be menticned. * G i WoU- By 2

7 The ‘National Democrat' has.a;ya-
riation of an old quotation, in applic#tign
to some of the newspaper writing of the
day:— B '

GIM fares the 1and, to hastening ills a prey,
Where words accumulaté and thoughis’' decay? '’

KZ-Somebody has brought out a eotlee-;;
tion of the “Songs of Scotland without
Words.” . In order to, render thae - thing, ;
completely agreeable, we would propose
that the songs without words ghould be set: ,
to. bagpipes. without, sound, and. sung by .

persons without voices.—Punch.

.The poor; wan who envies not the, vieh;
who pities his companions in povetry, and .
ean spare something for him who s stili
paorer, As,:in tlie realms of humanity.a king
| of: kings. : i b eonbonei oyl 2ad

An Ol Toper' was overlieard the dther ™
day, advising/a yedng nan’to got wrirkied )
.ub-emuﬂc thm\, my.’ ‘mon{“ ’hﬂ\'én.hﬁ s
body'to pull off yourtboata ' when ybu: gir"

. ¥ iy e

‘hoeme drank.’ :
AsdT Y

pants for natoriety. '

| Koowledgo—is ' power. '* i
i ) N l":"-l\L.i
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